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Summary: In an alternate universe, the game League of Legends and the 
show Ben 10 are not created. Unfortunate for insecure high school 
student Daniel Clark who receives a mysterious watch in the mail one 
day. What mysterious does this watch hold? (Note: Title of this story 
subject to change in the future as I think this story out 
more) 


1. Prologue: Night at the Ravenborn Hotel! 

**Hey all! Z-FanlOO here with a new story arc!** 

**I apologize to my story followers who have been waiting for one of 
my Yu-Gi-Oh! stories to get a new chapter but a recent dream of mine 
practically drove me to write this chapter here as a combination 
between League of Legends and Ben 10. I hope you all enjoy this new 
story arc. Chapter 2 will come soon! If you liked this story make 
sure to R and R. I would love to hear how I am doing with all my 
stories as a writer in training and if you want to keep updated on 
ideas and other things for my fanfiction stories, you can follow me 
on fan fiction or on Google +! Enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It was a quiet night, one that was interrupted by the faint calls 
of owls, the distant sound of sirens, and a car alarm two blocks over 
from the abandoned Ravenborn Hotel. It towered over the other 
buildings on the block wearily, with many of its windows broken and 
boarded up, and many of the walls both inside and outside the 
building covered in graffiti with only rats being the only living 
things to enjoy the crude artworks. However, tonight was different as 
one of the windows was faintly glowing. For the first time in years, 
the Ravenborn Hotel had guests.<p> 

The room that flooded the wall of the neighboring building with light 
was on the fourth floor, a floor below the other buildings to avoid 
unwanted attention. However, the man in the ski mask six floors up 



disliked the idea of having a light on considering the police were 
searching for him and his partners. His partners knew him as Eagle, 
which fit considering he was on the lookout. 

Eagle hated the fact that Raccoon forgot to set up their getaway from 
town earlier today after they heisted the Twisted Bank. Now the five 
of them had to wait till tomorrow for their ticket out of town to 
arrive. They could be spending their cold hard cash right now! 

Eagle brought himself back into focus. Keep on the lookout, he 
reminded himself. We have the dough, and the police don't know where 
the hell we are. 

He brought up the walkie-talkie that sat on the desk next to him and 
pressed the "talk" button. "Building secure? No homeless or 
squatters ? " 

Bear, rabbit, and monkey came up negative on their search through the 
building. Even though it was good news. Eagle frowned at Raccoon ' s 
greed for counting how much they stole from the bank in the lit room 
several floors below him. 

The walkie-talkie crackled to life and Raccoon ' s voice spoke from it. 
"Hey, anyone hear music?" After his four accomplices said no. Raccoon 
continued with a tone of worry in his voice. "I do, it's coming from 
the closet." Several seconds of silence before his voice crackled 
through the walkie-talkie along with a soft song that Eagle swore was 
being sung by children. "What the fuck. This old record player wasn't 
in here when I checked the rooma€ 1 Holy shit, listen to this guy's 
it's so creepy . " 

Eagle heard the song clearly through his walkie-talkie after Raccoon 
put it closer to the record player. "_Cling clang go the chains, 
someone's out to find you. Cling clang oh the chains, the Warden's 
right behind you._" 

What freaked Eagle out the most was the fact that the music was sung 
by children in a way that reminded him of the young innocence of 
children. The lyrics they sang though contradicted their tone though. 
That contradict ion was what made him look behind him as Raccoon went 
back to talking. 

"Is this some kind of prank gu-" Without warning the line cut 
out . 

Eagle tried to communicate with his partners but not only was the 
line dead, the walkie-talkie was as well. He was about to throw the 
useless piece of junk away when he saw the light in the room Raccoon 
was in go dead followed by a bloodcurdling scream. What the 
hell? 

Eagle burst out of the room he was in and ran down the stairs, 
following Bear and Rabbit who were on their way down upon hearing the 
scream. By the time they ran into the room Raccoon was in, all they 
saw was Monkey running about the room. 

"It's gone!" wailed Monkey. "The money, all of it is gone!" 


All of them, convinced Raccoon bolted to take all of the money, ran 
out of the room only to stop short to see one of the gym bags filled 



with money resting on a table in the room across from us lit by a 
strange lantern. The song was playing again sung loudly by the 
children, but it sounded like it was coming from all of the rooms in 
the hotel. 

"_Quick now, the seeking chains, approach with their shrill scrape. 
Don't stop, flee the chains, your last chance to escape. 

"We ain't no chicken to some surround sound music Raccoon!" yelled 
Bear, running across the twenty feet of floor with Monkey at his 
heels . 

"Yeah, we're getting our money!" 

"Wait!" Eagle yelled. "It could be a trap!" 

_"Cling clang oh the chains, song went as they entered the room._ 
"The Warden's right behind you._" 

Without warning the door to the room closed behind Bear and Monkey. 
Before Eagle could begin to run to the room he and Rabbit heard their 
screams and a flash of green light shone briefly. 

"_Quick now, the seeking chains, approach with their shrill 
scrape . 

"Euck this!" yelled Rabbit. "Euck the money! I'm out of here!" 

"It's just Raccoon playing tricks with us. Rabbit. Rabbit!" It was no 
use he was bounding down the stairs. 

He barely touched down on the landing when two glowing green skeletal 
hands broke through the cement and grabbed his ankles and pulled him 
swiftly down the hole. 

Eagle's legs were shaking as the children continued to sing. 

"_Drag the chains, drag the chains, with all the strength you may! 
Drag the chains, drag the chains, 'ere they drag you away!_" 

Eagle bolted into the room Raccoon was in before he disappeared and 
closed the door, bracing it with an old chair and table that was 
missing a leg. 

"_Cling clang go the chains, there's no more time for fear!_" 

Just as he was crawling away from the door, having fallen over from 
how much his legs were shaking. Then, the song went silent and the 
lights in the room turned back on. Eor a moment Eagle laughed 
hysterically after his eyes adjusted to the light. Raccoon and the 
others played a good enough prank to get away with the money. He felt 

idiotic that he didn't see right through the whole charade. 

They were damn good actors, though, he thought as he stood up and 
reached over to remove the chair and the table from the door. 

The lights shut off again, leaving Eagle in darkness. "You guys got 

the money!" he yelled. "What more do you-?" 


The sound of chains being scraped behind him made his legs shake 



again as he froze in spot, listening to the children sing as the 
chains neared as a fear he never knew he had begun to rise in 
him. 

"_Cling clang know the chains, the last sound that you'll heara€l_" 
the children whispered softly. 


2. A Ghoul in the Mirror? The Lone Wolf 
**Hey all!** 

**I'm back with another chapter for my new story arc. I know the 
first one didn't seem to relate that much to the story summary I have 
up, but this chapter will be more related to the story!** 

**If you like this story make sure to RandR it. Follow it for Chapter 
updates, and if you like my other stories. Follow me here on Fan 
Fiction or Google+. Enjoy!** 

**Z-Fan** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I gasped and sat up, horrified by the screams that followed the 
end of the song. I was glad to see that I was sitting on my bed in my 
messy room with the sheets partially resting on the bed and the 
floor, the fruit of my obvious tossing and turning last night. I 
sighed as I relaxed. <em>Crap<em>, I thought. _That was one 
terrifying nightmare. What the hell was with that ghost ?_ 

I looked over at my clock resting on my nightstand. Six o' five, huh? 

Might as well get up now for school. My attention then went over to a 

firm sensation around my left wrist. My watch! I don't remember 
putting it on last night before bed. What did I do last night? I 
stayed up late anda€ 1 

I shook away the thought. I couldn't remember what happened, but at 
least it's already on. The shiny silver watch reminded all of my 
classmates of one of Wonder Woman's bracelets. According to a 
magazine article, these new designs for watches were technically 

based off of thin metal cuffs, smaller, lighter, and easy to put on 

or take off. Despite the Wonder Woman bracelet jokes, a lot of people 
are wearing watches with this design. Trends are overpowered. 

Ten minutes later, I was dressed and sat in front of my television in 
the living room eating a bowl of cereal as I watched the news. 

Nothing that interesting on the news even though it was October, but 
then again 2023 has been a pretty dull year overall. That changed 
when I returned after placing my empty bowl in the sink about to turn 
the channel. 

"_-AND APPARENTLY SOMEONE DECIDED TO DRESS UP EOR HALLOWEEN EARLY 
THIS MONTH. WHAT CAN YOU TELL US CHELSEA?_" 

"_WELL, STEVE AUTHORITIES ARE STILL IN SPECULATION ABOUT THIS, BUT 
LAST NIGHT AN ARMED BURGLARY OCCURRED AT THE TWISTED BANK. THE 
SUSPECTS GOT AWAY AND NO HINT OE WHERE THEY WENT WAS KNOWN UNTIL 
LATER THAT NIGHT WHEN AN EARLY MORNING JOGGER REPORTED SCREAMING AT 
THE OLD RAVENBORN HOTEL. WHEN POLICE CAME TO INVESTIGATE, THEY EOUND 



THE BURGLARS WHO ROBBED THE TWISTED BANK, HOWEVER EOUR OE THEM WERE 
DEAD. THE ONLY ONE WHO WAS ALIVE WAS EOUND IN A STATE OE SHOCK. 

POLICE SAY THIS STATE OE SHOCK IS A RESULT OE WHOEVER RUTHLESSLY 
TORTURED HIM EOR HOURS, ALSO TO BE SUSPECTED EOR KILLING HIS EOUR 
COMPANIONS. THOUGH ALL THE MONEY WAS ACCOUNTED EOR, POLICE HAVE NO 
ACCOUNT EOR A MAN DRESSED AS A SKELETON IN CHAINS, EOUND STANDING 
OVER THE ONLY LIVE BURGLAR SUSPECT. I BELIEVE THE PICTURE IS UP NOW, 
WHICH SHOWS THE MASKED MAN JUMPING TO THE NEXT ROOETOP . POLICE DID 
NOT EIND THIS MASKED MAN BUT THEY DID RECOVER THE MONEY THAT THE EIVE 
BURGLARS STOLE-_" 

I didn't hear anything else after I saw the picture of the man in the 
skeleton mask. It looked like the ghoul I saw in my dreams. It 
couldn't bea€ 1 

Before I could finish that thought, the TV jumped out of the 
"channels" setting and went to "video call" mode. Mom was 
calling . 

When I picked up, she was smiling brightly at me with the camera 
shaking. Knowing her she was calling from her phone outside of a 
meeting to check up on me. "Hi sweetie! How are you?" 

"Tired, " I said, half-lying as the adrenaline from the ghost in my 
dreams being seen outside of my dream began to wake me up. "How's 
your business trip in Erance?" 

Mom frowned. "Your dad and I are having some difficulty over here, 
we'll probably still be here an extra month. You're going to have to 
go trick-or-treating without us, Daniel." 

No surprise there, she's been saying they'll be an extra month for 
the past five years. "Sorry to hear that. How's Dad?" 

"Busy as ever, " Mom said, her eyes darting somewhere outside of the 
camera's visibility range. "I'm going to have to get going, but I 
wanted to wish you luck today for school. Bye, sweetie!" 

"Thanks, Mom. Bye!" The call dropped, and I shook my head. My mom did 
this every Wednesday morning, wishing me luck in school briefly while 
Dad was working. If it wasn't for that, you could say that I haven't 
seen my parents for five years. Well, technically I haven't seen Dad 
for five years. Is this something I as a sixteen year old should 
experience ? 

I shook away the feeling and decided to leave early for school. As I 
was heading down the hallway to the front door with my backpack 
filled with my boring school supplies when I passed the mirror 
hanging on the wall over a small fern and froze. I backtracked to the 
mirror and looked at my reflection deeply, my shaggy black hair, blue 
eyes, light tan skin, frowning face and school uniform. That was 
weird I thought I saw that ghoul from my dreams, glowingaC 1 

I'm just too tired, I thought with annoyance. That coincidence with 
your dream and the news is affecting your nerves, I thought to 
reassure myself. Nerves or not, I almost locked myself out of my 
house by leaving the keys on the small table next to the door with 
how fast I tried to rush out. 

I made it to school half an hour before first period began. 



exhaustion dropping like a weight on me as if I hadn't slept at all 
last night. I walked past the early-bird seniors, juniors, freshmen, 
and, yes, even the sophomores as I walked through the building making 
my way for the bathroom. Maybe some cold water will wake me up. 

I went over to the sink, turning on the water and prepared the icy 
feeling of the water touching my face when my eyes did a double take 
at what looked back at me from the mirror. I'll give you a hint: it 
wasn't MY reflection. 

The blurred picture the news station showed did no justice to the 
ghoul, neither did my dream (which only hazed the ghoul's appearance 
similar to the news station) . And one thing I can say for sure is 
that the skull is NO mask. 

The skull's upper and lower jaw weren't connected to each other. 

Three dreadlock-like chains protruded from the back of its head with 
a hook at the end of each chain. The few sharp teeth it had, gave the 
ghoul the appearance of smiling, which chilled me slightly. It stared 
through the mirror with green glowing eyes, looking down at me. Down! 
The ghoul wasn't even looking eye-to-eye with me. The green light 
that was the source of the glow trickled down into the black robe he 
wore, the fabric outlined with bones. 

It took a minute to find my voice. "Who-what are you?" 

Was it my imagination or did the ghoul's smile widen? The voice that 
creaked from its mouth sounded like it hadn't been used for a long 
time. "I am Thresh! The Chain Warden! I believe you already see I'm a 
specter . " 

It was hard not to run away screaming. "Why did you hurt those 
burglars last night?" 

Thresh 's skull head tilted to the side. "I went after them because I 
thought I sensed someone with a strong will among them. I did of 
course, but his mind snapped so easily to the agony I inflicted upon 
him. However, other minds called out to me but you in particular 
influenced my decision on those pathetic hooligans." 

"Me?" 


"Yes, because you used that device on your wrist to transform into 


Confusion made me forget my fear and wariness of Thresh. "My watch?" 

I rolled up the sleeve of my dress shirt to look at my watch. "It's 
just a normal watch, my parents got this for me recently. I only 
started wearing it yesterday." 

"Swipe the top of your watch. Then you'll see." 

"I-" Thresh green glow increased threateningly, making his skull eyes 
look as though they were glaring at me. Against my will I checked to 
make sure the bathroom stalls were empty, thankfully they were 
and 

Hesitantly I brought up my right hand, and with my pointer finger, 
swiped the surface with my finger. For a second nothing happened, but 
then the black screen that showed the time and date disappeared 



leaving a blank silver surface. Then, a circle extruded itself from 
the middle of the blank surface, a symbol that was similar to a star 
appearing on it before it began to spin wildly. 

"What the-? This wasn't on the instruction manual." I stared at my 
watch in shock. 

"Of course it wasn't, this watch was meant to blend in so that it 
could pick someone worthy." 

"Someone worthy for turning into you?!" 

The green light faded slightly. "Oh, yes! That would be nice, but no. 
You can turn into other people and beings." 

"Why? Why was I chosen? 

"I don't know the details, but I do know that this watch is a prison 
for all of us in it. Only because of the sacrifice of a helpful 
wizard did he give us a chance to get free, by changing our prison to 
this watch and putting a spell on it so that the right person could 
help free us . " 

I looked up at him, the watch returning back to normal, most likely 
from my decision not to press down on the spinning new watch face. 
"Wait, you don't remember how you got in this?" My eyes widened in 
realization. "Out of curiosity, how are you able to be in that mirror 
if you're in my watch?" 

The Chain Warden shrugged slightly. "Part of the original curse set 
on the prison, none of us remember specific parts of our pasts, we 
have no idea if we came across each other before. It's an odd curse, 
but at least I still know enough to cause whoever put us in that 
prison such agony that I will delight in. And unlike the other 
specters in your watch, I have some freedom after you change into 


I raised my eyebrow. "One last thing before I walk out of here. How 
come I only remember last night as a dream?" 

Thresh 's laughter reminded me of the chains scraping the floor from 
last night. "That's because when you transform into us, WE are in 
control." He brought his face closer to the mirror. "And last night, 

I owned you. The only downside is that you have no control over which 
of us you can transform into." 

With that. Thresh faded from the mirror, his laughter fading as a 
freshman entered the bathroom. I was slightly relieved for Thresh 
disappearing, but knowing that technically it was me who did that 
didn't leave a pleasant taste in my mouth considering that when I sat 
in first period with my classmates telling clips of news they heard 
about the skull-masked vigilante. 

"They say he killed all the burglars in the Ravenborn!" 

"No you dummy! One was still alive!" 

"I heard they took him to the asylum with all the rambling he was 
making . " 



"Something about chains I think." 


I adjusted my tie as I sat looking out the window. For the first 
time, I couldn't wait for class to get started. Where was the fucking 
teacher? 

"Hey Daniel? What do you think of the vigilante?" I turned 
immediately to the person who spoke, suddenly very 
self-conscious . 

The most beautiful girl and goddess of Riot High School, Rebecca 
Black, was looking at me, turned away from her friends as she waited 
for my answer. Her long blonde hair shone in the morning sunlight. 

Her light skin, untouched by makeup, glowed as her dazzling green 
eyes filled with curiosity looked at me. 

I closed my eyes quickly, to prevent my face getting redder from 
seeing Rebecca look at me . I slightly expected her to ask me a 
question about the vigilante. She writes articles in the school 
newspaper discussing events that occur near Riot High School. I have 
no idea why she keeps asking me questions and sourcing me in her 
article. Maybe it's because I have A's in my classes, but I don't 
know. I don't have the courage to ask her why she interviews the lone 
wolf of Riot High for her articles. 

"Well, " I said. "This masked vigilante did catch the burglars, but he 
did not contact the police, he seemed like he was exacting his own 
form of justice on them. He did a mix of both." It was difficult not 
giving a hint that that "masked" vigilante was me. "So, I'm not sure 
what I think of him yet." 

"You have a good point, Daniel. Thanks!" I opened my eyes and looked 
over at Rebecca, who was smiling at me. 

I looked away, silently cursing myself why I had to be shy to the 
only girl that I was interested in. "No problem." 

It sounded like Rebecca was going to ask me another question but at 
that moment Mrs. Wallace walked into the room and first period 
English began. We then walked down to the library to check out a new 
reading book called "Catcher in the Rye." I was last in line for 
checking the book out, and as our old librarian Mr. Rawls scanned the 
book and my ID card, the scanner died. 

"Sorry about that son, you're going to have to wait while I get 
another scanner." With that, Mr. Rawls walked to his office while 
Mrs. Wallace directed the rest of the class out of the library. 
Rebecca was the last to leave and she waved at me, mouthing "See you" 
to me causing my cheeks to warm up. 

From the sounds of Mr. Rawls groans, it was going to take a bit to 
find another scanner. I decided to look through the selection of 
books on the shelves. I began to look through a book in the corner of 
the library when I heard someone enter the library. Curious, I closed 
the book and peeked through the shelves, expecting to see a fellow 
classmate or teacher. The sight of three tall, slim figures in 
monster masks with guns in their hands surprised me. 

Mr. Rawls, however, did not look before he came out from behind the 
back. "What book would you like to-" He froze when he noticed the 



guns . 


"Know where we can find old man White?" the tallest of the three 
wearing a werewolf mask asked. "He moved to a different class since 
last year . " 

"Mr. White left shortly after last year's graduation." Mr. Rawls is a 
nice man to all the students, but he is one horrible liar, he didn't 
fool me or the three gunmen. 

"That's strike one old man," Frankenstein mask said. "You got two 
more till you're out." 

While Mr. Rawls worked on strike two, I placed the book randomly on a 
shelf completely out of place, rolled up my sleeve, and swiped my 
watch's surface. Like last time, the four-pointed star symbol in the 
middle of a circle appeared, replacing the newly blank surface and 
popped up from the watch, spinning. I hesitated slightly, what would 
I turn into? Another ghost bent on murdering others? Sending one of 
them to an asylum? 

"Chief, I think there's someone back there!" That was the third 
gunman, wearing a gruesome bat monster mask. 

Between the option of living or dying, I would choose life. Oh, why 
did the watch choose me? I'm not good with the weight of 
responsibility ! 

I slammed down on the spinning watch face, grunting as a jolt of pain 
shot through my body. I stared in horror as the watch sunk into my 
wrist, my veins pulsing violently around the area it sunk with the 
surrounding skin beginning to turn blue and spread up my arm. Then, 
the worldaC 1 began to f adea€ 1 . slowlyaC 1 


End 
f lie . 



